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Just a couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than that, all my books are independent projects.

That being said, I apologize, in advance, for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for grammar, my books are probably not for you.

Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However, the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my series all at once. No waiting here...LOL. Now, the exception to that will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as myself.

Thank you for everything!
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Contact Me

I really appreciate you reading my book, and I would love to hear from you! Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Other Books 

Dedication

For every woman that has a sexual bucket list.
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I stood in the middle of the room, looking around, my emotions all over the place. After two years of driving everyone insane, my dream was finally a reality, and the place was exactly as I had envisioned, down to every last floorboard.

For the fifth time-but probably not the final time-I walked through the front doors to see what the customers would see, and each time, a smile spread across my face, wide enough to make me look deranged. Still, I didn’t care. I was looking at years of wishful imagination come to life, and after two years of blood, sweat, and tears, the end result was more than I could have ever hoped for.

It also felt a bit serendipitous that the final day of cleaning had landed on the same day that my divorce had been finalized. After twenty years of living my life like a ghost, I’d gotten my reparations, and I had used them to buy an acre of land outside the city limits and build my dream. Sure, Ben had been livid over how I’d chosen to spend my half of the divorce spoils, but I could hardly blame him since he knew that he was the reason behind what I was doing.

As I glanced around the room again, I took in the bar that extended the entire left side of the room, and I was satisfied that it looked just as classy as the rest of the place. On the opposite end were the restrooms, three for the men, and three for the women, ensuring that no one would have to stand in line for long. In fact, the restrooms were just as classy as the bar.

Taking a step back, I took in the rest of the room, the grand staircase the entire establishment’s pride and joy. It had three sets of steps, one on either side of the second-floor landing, and the main one that flowed right down the middle of the room. The banisters had been carved with the most careful of detail, and it really rivaled what you might see in a mansion or castle, even.

On the left side of the staircase was a room labeled Ladies’ Night, and on the right side was a room labeled The Bachelor Pad. They were reservation rooms for whatever kind of party you wanted to have, though they appeared to be segregated by gender. When I had envisioned the first floor, I’d wanted to create a space where people could come for a good time, nothing more, nothing less. If you wanted to have a bachelor party, then you could do that here. If you wanted to host an adult birthday party, then you could do that here as well. A promotion at work? Absolutely. A divorce party? Of course.

However, I’d also wanted something more for my patrons; specifically, the women. After having spent the last twenty years in a passionless marriage, I’d wanted to give women a freedom that I’d hadn’t had while married to Ben. I’d wanted to give them something more than missionary with the lights off. I’d wanted to give them a chance to really live, and to do it safely.

So, the second floor was an opportunity to explore your wildest fantasies safely and unapologetically. There were four observation rooms with a private suite attached to each one of them, and you could pay to observe or pay for a room if you met someone with your same sexual tastes. While I liked to think of my business as an adult getaway, Ben had reduced it to a sex club, but that wasn’t what this was. This place was something more, and if the Bens of the world couldn’t see that, then so be it. It wasn’t like his opinion kept me up at night anymore.

Now, because of the nature of the rooms, my security was going to be top-notch, and my management staff was going to be trained well. Alcohol and sex were a potent combination, and it was important to me that my customers felt safe at all times. That was one of the reasons why I’d decided against sex in the common room.

As for the second floor, the first room was for degradation fantasies, the second room was for bondage experimenting, the third room was for multiple partner exploration, and the fourth room was for voyeurism desires. Depending on the success or failure of the club, I might expand later down the road, but if not, I’d chosen the most common proclivities that I could think of.

Looking around, taking it all in, I also wondered if I was ever going to be brave enough to use those rooms myself. I’d been faithful to Ben throughout our entire marriage, and so the past two years had been spent dedicated to every nail, plank, and coat of paint in this place. I hadn’t had time to date, nor had I been ready to. Even though my marriage to Ben hadn’t worked out, he’d still been my life for twenty years, so I’d needed an adjustment period, even if he hadn’t deserved it.

However, my adjustment period was finally over, and it was time to start the second half of my unwritten story. While I hadn’t ever imagined that I’d be starting over at forty-years-old, I found myself eager to see where this was going to go, and I was all in.

Welcome to The Fantasy Factory, my name is Chamber McLaurin.
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Chapter 1
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Room One – Degradation

Sullivan~

While I was used to working long hours, I was also very determined not to burn out from it. As the owner and CEO of Gray Advanced Technologies, I had no wife or children to speak of, so it was safe to say that the company was my only pride and joy, and so it had my attention like a new mother with her firstborn.

For better or for worse, God had blessed me with the mind of a computer, and so technology had always fascinated me, and with the way that it evolved so quickly, I lived in my office more than I did at home, though that wasn’t a complaint. I’d made my choices, and I didn’t regret any of them. Plus, I was also still young enough to still have a wife and kids if I chose, which I could admit didn’t interest me just yet, if ever.

Luckily for me, where there was money, women weren’t far behind, and so my needs got taken care of plenty when I had some down time. It was also fortunate that most of the women that ran in my circles knew the score and took what was offered without any drama. For a man that had complete control over every aspect of his life, I didn’t do drama. The second that emotions were thrown my way, I shut down like prison gates at the end of the night.

Now, that wasn’t to say that there was a huge hole where my heart should be, because that wasn’t the case. My parents, Daryll and Leana Gray, had done a great job of raising me to be a decent human being and to consider others often. However, there was a difference between offering compassion to someone in an emotional crisis and entertaining someone’s need for attention. So, I was all for the former, just not the latter.

I was also very aware of all my shortcomings, to which I’d say that there were quite a few. So, the last thing that I wanted to do was get myself a wife, then neglect her because I was addicted to work, which I was. I lived for the thrill of a deal, and I thrived on pressure and deadlines. In fact, I was at my best when faced with unexpected hiccups, and that was the very reason why I’d been able to celebrate my first million at only twenty-four. Ten years later, I’d made my first billion, and one year after that, I had managed to turn that one billion into ten because I ate, slept, and breathed GAT.

Honestly, at this stage in the game, I wasn’t even sure if I’d know how to navigate an actual adult relationship with a woman. I’d probably forget anniversaries, dinner dates, her birthday...you name it. There was also the fact that I was borderline obsessive-compulsive, so the idea of someone coming into my home and messing with my vibe was enough to make me break out in hives. It was the very reason why I opted for hotel rooms when it came to a romantic night out. I didn’t need anyone invading my personal space, and I wasn’t looking to treat anyone rudely while entertaining them.

I wasn’t that big of an asshole.

At any rate, I’d been going hard for the past three months with a new project in biomechanics, and I was due for a weekend off. Now, while I never did crazy shit like vacation out of state or anything like that, I did have a nice mountain cabin that I liked to visit whenever I had some down time. Usually, I was only able to get up there for a weekend, but two days out of the city did the soul a lot of good. I also needed a break before attacking our newest endeavor, which reminded me that I needed to get to the conference room for our first meeting.

Now, while GAT had hundreds of facilities worldwide, it had only two administration buildings, the one in Colorado being the one that I called home. The other one was located in London, but that was for convenience purposes only. Unless there was an emergency, I only visited the London location twice a year, and for only one week at a time.

So, since our Colorado office was our true home, the building boasted of twenty floors, my office being on the top, giving me access to the rooftop, which came in handy when I needed to smoke, though I was doing my best to quit. Still, despite my best efforts, there were times when it was a choice between nicotine and murder, and so I chose nicotine as the lesser of the two evils.

Anyway, the rest of the building had been designed for convenience with the first floor being the lobby, the second floor being nothing but conference rooms, the third, fourth, and fifth floors being administrative offices, the seventh floor being the cafeteria and break area, the eighth floor being the gym, the nineth, tenth, and eleventh floors being more administrative offices, floors twelve through sixteen being our labs, then it went R&D, legal, finance, and HR, leaving the twentieth floor to me, my two secretaries, and my administrative assistant.

My floor also had a conference room of its own, but it was usually only reserved for meetings with the heads of my departments, which I had in five minutes. So, grabbing the preliminary folder off my desk, I made my way out of my office, then headed over to meet with the others.

My secretaries were also the best in the business, and they never allowed anyone without an appointment to pass them without permission. I likened Erica, Sarah, and my administrative assistant, Elton, to Cerberus, guarding the entrance to Hades. All three were worth the salary that they were paid, and their annual bonuses rivaled those of my department heads.

Walking into the conference room, I saw that everyone was already here, which was expected if I was being honest. GAT’s recruiting team only went after the best, and if anyone was stealing any extraordinary talent from us, it was the CIA and FBI.

“Mr. Gray,” Martin Matthews immediately greeted. He was in charge of our research and development team, and just like all of my other department heads, he was expected to be hands-on with everything that touched R&D.

“Martin,” I greeted back as I took my seat at the head of the table. “Now, what does your team have for me?”

“Mind you, we’re just at the gestational point of this advancement, but we think that we can finally restore retinal degeneration disorder.

“That’s impossible,” I remarked confidently as I leaned back in my seat. “There are too many biochemical abnormalities in that type of disorder, which is why it hasn’t been done yet.”

“It’s all about protecting the cells within the retina, Mr. Gray,” Mitzi Bardot said, piping up, and if there was one thing that I hated about my job, it was this woman.

Mitzi fucking Bardot.

She was about five-foot-three, had dark brown hair, deep-sea blue eyes, curves that were inherently feminine, and was smarter than all the people in this building combined. At thirty-four, she’d been working for Gray Advanced Technologies for a little over five years, and she had performed several miracles in those short five years.

When you looked at her academic achievements, it was quite clear that she’d been born a genius, and as a child prodigy, she’d won more awards than any one person needed. However, it was her two Westinghouse awards for engineering education and advancement of science that were impressive as hell. She’d won them both when she’d been only four-fucking-teen, and along with every development company in America, she’d also been recruited by every government agency in the world. For someone with the first name Mitzi, the woman put Einstein to shame with what she was capable of.

However, like most women’s downfall, she’d fallen in love with an idiot, then had quit her job with goddamn Nautical Engineering to follow the fool here. Granted, we’d been lucky as fuck to capitalize on Mitzi’s love life, but still. Her boyfriend was IT for a telecommunications company, and though not a horrible job, he could have done that anywhere. In my opinion, he should have followed her in chasing her dreams, not the other way around.

Plus, if it wasn’t enough that she was smarter than I was and could probably run GAT with one hand tied behind her back, she also made my dick hard whenever she opened her mouth, and that wasn’t a good thing. From the moment that I’d started this company, I hadn’t ever messed with any of my employees, and that was a line that I refused to cross, no matter how attracted to the woman I was. Even though there wasn’t a no-fraternization clause within these walls, the last thing that I wanted was for Mitzi Bardot to quit GAT because I had no experience with having a girlfriend. Mitzi also wasn’t the type to do friends-with-benefits, so that definitely shut the door on anything possible between us.

“And you think that you’ve found a way to do that?” I questioned, turning my attention from Martin to her. “I mean, not for nothing, there are medical researchers and scientists that have been working for years on trying to reverse retinitis pigmentosa, Usher syndrome, and macular degeneration just to name a few.” I eyed her, and the fire in her eyes was really doing me no favors. “What makes your research different, Ms. Bardot?”

“Well, may I ask if you’ve even read the preliminary reports or summary?” she asked tartly, and everyone else in the room immediately shifted uncomfortably, which was warranted since no one usually dared speak to me like that. “It would help to know before I go into too much or too little detail.”

“As I’ve always done with anything that’s ever been placed on my desk, I’ve read the report from front to back, Ms. Bardot,” I replied sharply, reminding her that I also had a bite with some sharp teeth.

“But did you understand it?” she shot back, and my dick immediately stood at attention.
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Chapter 2
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Mitzi~

I knew that I was skating on thin ice, but I was also banking on a reprimand being the worst of it. While trading barbs with the company’s owner wasn’t the wisest career move that I’d ever made, it was still turning out to be better than quitting at Nautical Engineering to follow Scottie to this goddamn city.

Now, as a grown woman, I was very aware that taking my anger out on innocent bystanders was wrong, but since the person that deserved my wrath was currently unavailable, my pride was going after everyone else around me. Pride, because I could admit that I wasn’t exactly heartbroken, which was a problem in itself. After all, I had rearranged my entire life for the asshole.

Growing up, my intelligence had made an appearance early on, and my parents had been great about nurturing that growth. Jonah and Jacqueline Bardot hadn’t freaked out when I’d started reading and counting while still in diapers, and they hadn’t argued about me growing up too fast. With my father being a grocery store manager, and my mother being a hotel receptionist, neither of them had wanted to hold me back from what’d been possible with an IQ as high as mine. They’d wanted me to reach for the stars, and they’d done everything in their power to help me achieve my dreams.

So, after years of academic growth and achievements, I’d chosen to go work for Nautical Engineering because I’d been fascinated with discovering new things, and that’d included the ocean and all the animals in it. New depths were being breached every year, and I’d wanted to be a part of that discovery and the technology that made it possible.

Nevertheless, despite my passion for aquatic life and its environment, I’d also met my cheating asshole of an ex-boyfriend while working at Nautical Engineering, and like most foolish women in love, I’d been blinded by Cupid’s stupid arrow.

Scott Traylor had been working as a bartender at a local tavern while taking college courses, and I’d found that admirable. According to Scottie, he’d had to drop out of college when his father had fallen ill, and with his mother still having to raise his two younger siblings, he’d gone back home to help out. While his father had eventually gotten better, it’d taken a few years before Scottie had been able to get his life back on track.

At any rate, a few random conversations at the bar had turned into dinner, then a few more dates, until we’d finally gotten serious. We’d dated for one year before moving in together, and then after another three years of that, he’d finally gotten his degree, earning him a job with SmartCom Telecommunications as an IT supervisor, which had come with a healthy new paycheck. So, like the idiot that I’d been, when he’d told me about the job, I had quit Nautical Engineering to follow him to Portal Lands, and I done it with hearts in my eyes and picket fences in my soul.

Now, not for nothing, it’d been easy for me to find another job, and while I’d been making a pretty penny at Nautical Engineering, it appeared that Gray Advanced Technologies had decided to pay me for all the knowledge that I had stored in my brain, which was a lot. In fact, with Scottie and I sharing all the household expenses evenly, I had managed to build up quite a healthy safety net, and that safety net was my saving grace now.

Luckily for me, Scottie had been out of town when I’d found out about his unfaithfulness, so I’d been able to find an apartment and schedule some movers, getting me out of that damn apartment before he’d gotten back from Philadelphia. While I’d been under the impression that SmartCom had sent him to a convention for work, he’d been on vacation with his side piece, and I’d found out because she’d been either dumb enough or fed up enough to tag him on his social media accounts.

So, all of that has brought us to now, with me getting brave with the owner and CEO of Gray Advanced Technologies, Mr. Sullivan Gray himself. Granted, I was hoping that my contributions to his bottom line were enough to keep me from getting fired, but if not, my resumé was impressive enough to quickly land me a job elsewhere. I wasn’t being conceited, either. Those were the facts, as my academic history spoke for itself, and my job history was impeccable.

Nonetheless, it was easy to see how Sullivan Gray could intimidate a person by just looking at them. The man was easily six-foot-three, had raven-black hair, hypnotic green eyes, and at thirty-five, the man still kept himself in shape, and no amount of expensive tailoring could hide that fact. Over the years, I’d seen the man with his suit jacket off, and holy shit. His biceps bulged through his dress shirts, and I had no doubt that he was also ripped everywhere else. All in all, the man looked like a damn Spartan god, and he also had the confidence of one, which was warranted when you considered all that he’d accomplished in his short professional lifespan.

Still, for all that he was gorgeous, rich, and powerful, it was the height of bad manners to start banging your boss’ boss’ boss, and I was also pretty sure that he didn’t need to resort to sleeping with his employees when there were plenty of women who were willing to give up the goods just to be seen with him in public. Seriously, that’s how good-looking the man was.

As everyone in the room-my boss included-held their breath, Mr. Gray answered my question, and the bite in his voice did not go unnoticed. “Yes, I did. Contrary to what you may have heard, I do know how to read, and I’m also quite capable of basic comprehension, Ms. Bardot.”

Credit to him, Martin quickly jumped in to defend me. “You’ll have to excuse us, Mr. Gray. We tend to get...uh, socially rusty when we’ve been stuck in the lab for too long.”

Ignoring him, Sullivan Gray kept that piercing green gaze directed my way. “Actually, I’m very interested in what Ms. Bardot thinks that I don’t understand.”

He was putting me on the spot, but I didn’t mind. When it came to my intellectual abilities, I was as confident as a five-star admiral. I knew my shit, and research was like an addiction to me. Whenever I started a project, I left no stone unturned, and this case was no exception.

“Like Martin stated earlier, we’re merely in the gestational phase of the research, but we’d divided the preliminaries into five different demographics to start,” I said, trying to explain it in laymen’s terms. “Instead of approaching it from the base of the disease itself, we’ve separated it by race, age, diet, sex, and health.”

Looking me dead in my eye, he said, “That’s nothing new, Ms. Bardot. Medical research has already tried this approach, and they’ve made very minimal progress. So, again, what makes you think that you will have any real success with what you’ve come up with?”

I looked over at Martin, so that he could make the call on this one. If it were just me, Martin, and Mr. Gray in the room, I would have spoken freely. However, three other team members were in the room with us, and what I knew had not been discussed with them in detail yet. Corporate espionage was a real thing, and I did not need my research and discovery to go missing to the highest bidder. While I liked and respected everyone on my team, I had no idea what went on in their personal lives, and so all it’d take was for one of them to have a sick kid or grandmother to make them do the unthinkable.

Martin spoke up, and his tone was enough that no one argued with him. “Daniel, Timothy, Erin, please give us the room for a few minutes.”

No one said anything as they filed out of the room, and as soon as the door closed behind them, Mr. Gray asked, “What’s going on?”

“While the team is privy to ninety percent of what we’ve discovered so far, Mitzi and I have decided to keep a few things under wraps until we can do some more testing,” Martin answered him.

“And what is it that you’re not sharing with the rest of the team?” Mr. Gray asked as he straightened in his seat.

Martin looked back my way, giving me the floor again. “Mitzi.”

“Gene therapy focuses on correcting biochemical abnormalities that lead to the loss of retina cells, and we would need to develop a neuroprotection strategy to prevent that, regardless of the hundreds of abnormalities,” I recapped quickly. “Well, we’ve done it.”

Mr. Gray eyed me suspiciously. “Have done what?”

“Mitzi has isolated the gene therapy of a test animal, and the cells regenerated with a protective neuro film that’s holding up so far,” Martin answered, and it took everything in me not to smirk.

“That’s impossible,” Mr. Gray said after a few seconds. “Dead or dying retina cells do not rejuvenate. It’s been proven.”

“Okay, well...then I guess we’ll just toss all our research in favor of something easier,” I drawled out, which earned me a reprimanding look from both men.

Damnit Scottie.

After a few seconds, Mr. Gray asked, “Who all knows about this?”

“Just us three,” Martin answered.

“I’m going to want to see the data,” he went on.

“Of course,” Martin quickly agreed.

Then looking back over at me, Mr. Gray said, “You’d better not be fucking around, Ms. Bardot.”

Angry at the world, I stood up from my seat, slapped my hands down on the table, then said, “Insult me again, and me and my brain will walk out these doors and never look back.”

Before he could fire me, I stormed out of the conference room, needing to get drunk.
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Chapter 3
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Sullivan~

Normally, a night at The Fantasy Factory made a man’s troubles all go away, but not tonight. While I was doing my best to be a good host, I was still fuming over that meeting this morning. Mitzi Bardot had a hell of a lot of nerve to speak to me the way that she’d had, and I didn’t care about her reasons why.

Sure, after she’d stormed out of the conference room, Martin had been eager to explain away her insubordination, probably terrified that I’d fire her, and I couldn’t blame the man. For all that she’d been straddling the line between suspension and termination, Mitzi Bardot was just too fucking valuable to toss out the front door. Especially, in light of their newest claims, and that was something else that she got points for. Mitzi always used the words ‘we’ and ‘us’, never using ‘me’ or ‘I’ when talking about anything that had to do with her team, and that was admirable, no matter what else I thought of her.

I also couldn’t lie and say that I hadn’t been very interested in Martin’s explanation of her this morning. According to him, she’d found out that her boyfriend had been cheating on her, and so she had spent the past few days moving out of their apartment and ending things with him, which had made my dick happy with hope, though we both knew that nothing would come of it. Despite how attracted I was to the woman, she was my employee, and I was not going to go there. Still, I was happy that she had finally dumped that dead weight boyfriend of hers.

At any rate, I had managed to get through the day without storming the research labs to see her data on the retina cell protection, and it hadn’t been until around four that I’d gotten a text, reminding me that I had promised to sponsor Elvis Boroko at The Fantasy Factory tonight. He ran a robotics company that we partnered with quite often, and being as single as they came, he enjoyed visiting the club whenever he was in town.

Now, The Fantasy Factory wasn’t your typical night club, nor was it a sex club. It was something in between, and its success was evident if you ever visited on the weekend. It was always packed, and since it’d been designed for women in mind, there was never a shortage of ladies that wanted no-strings-attached sex, which worked for most men, if you wanted to know the truth. Having been open for a year already, it was the go-to place for a good time, adult-style.

The first floor had the bar, restrooms, lobby, and two private party rooms, aptly named The Bachelor Pad and Ladies’ Night. Then there was a grand-style staircase that led to the second floor, which had the playrooms, but there was also an elevator underneath the landing if you needed it. Anyway, if you were into degradation, BDSM, multiple-partners, or voyeurism, that’s where you went to either take in a show or participate, and all with the comforting knowledge that there was security readily available to snap any man’s neck should he overstep.

Now, it was the second floor that made it a sex club, but it was the bottom floor that made it just a regular place to drink and have a good time. There was no sex allowed out in the open, though management didn’t care what happened in the party rooms. There were even bowls of condoms and lube available in each room, providing everything that you might need for a successful evening out. However, if you were caught breaking the rules, you got banned for life, no exceptions. The owner didn’t care who you were, how much money you had, or how powerful you were. If you broke her rules, you were gone, which had me reminding Elvis that he was getting a bit too close to crossing the line. Currently, his hand was up his date’s skirt, and we were at the bar.

“Elvis, let me add a room to the tab,” I suggested, giving him a pointed look, knowing that it shouldn’t be a problem since I was picking up the costs tonight.

He looked at the blonde on his lap, then asked, “What do you say? Would you like to take in a room?”

“To watch or participate?” she asked coyly, and while I wasn’t judging, it was obvious that she was down for either scenario.

With no need for finesse, Elvis answered, “Participate. I wouldn’t mind letting these people watch me fuck the hell out of you, sweetheart.”

She cuddled closer to him, pushing her impressive cleavage together. “With or without a condom?”

“Your choice,” he replied gallantly. “Never let it be said that I ever forced a woman to do something that she wasn’t comfortable with.”

“Without,” she quickly informed him. “And I like it when a man cums on my face.”

“Oh, do you?” he chuckled, and that was my cue.

I did not need to be here for this.

“I’ll flag down the bartender and get you a room,” I told them both. “I’ll text you when it’s ready.”

“Thanks, Sullivan,” Elvis beamed. “You’re really a standup guy.”

Before I could say anything to that, he hauled the blonde up in his arms, then carried her up the staircase bride-style. My guess was that he was trying to impress her, but I didn’t see that as necessary. Like Elvis, she was here for some fun, and it didn’t get any simpler than that.

After procuring a room for the happy couple, I finished my drink, then flagged down the bartender again. With the blonde babysitting Elvis for the rest of the night, my presence here was no longer needed. Now, that wasn’t to say that I couldn’t benefit from getting my dick wet while I was here, but since there was only one woman occupying my mind tonight, I wasn’t up to disappointing someone because she wasn’t Mitzi, which was a problem in itself.

However, as soon as I signed my tab, then dropped a hundred on the counter for the tip, I turned to see the bane of my existence walking towards the bar in a scrap of fabric that was supposed to be a dress but clearly wasn’t. The thing was the same color blue as her eyes, and the straps were as thin as a single thread, and the rest of it barely covered her ass.

With my heart in my throat, it only took a few seconds to figure out why she was here, because that was a revenge-dress if ever I saw one. She was also wearing some rather tall heels, and if it wasn’t for her dark hair pinned up stylishly, her subtle makeup, and perfect complexion, you’d think that she belonged on a street corner in that getup.

As I watched her order a drink, it was also clear that all my earlier declarations about not fucking employees had been bullshit. If Mitzi was here for some revenge sex, I’d be goddamned if she was going to have it with anyone other than me. Not only was revenge sex a great motivator to make women lose their inhibitions, but hate-sex was also the best kind of sex, and right now, Mitzi wasn’t too happy with me, nor I with her.

However, it wasn’t until I glanced around the room and saw random men already eyeing her that I made my decision. While it might all blow up in my face, I was willing to take the chance. In fact, I wanted her enough to propose something serious if I had to, and if that wasn’t a clear indication that I was losing it, then I didn’t know what was. I wasn’t a relationship-type of guy, but I was at the point where I had to have the woman, no matter what compromises I needed to make.

Walking over to where she was sitting, it was a good thing that she’d just finished with the first sip of her drink, because when she finally noticed me, she looked as shocked as I’d been when I’d first seen her walking into the place.

“What...what are you...you doing here?” she sputtered, clearly surprised or embarrassed.

“A better question is what in the hell are you doing here?” I countered. “Dressed like that, no less.”

She immediately scowled. “What’s wrong with the way that I’m dressed?”

“It looks like you’re trolling for dick, Ms. Bardot.”

The woman wasn’t easily intimidated, I’d give her that. “In case you’re not aware of where we are, I am trolling for dick, Mr. Gray.”

For anyone paying attention, that was how you got the upper hand.

Despite knowing the truth, I asked, “And where’s your boyfriend?”

“Not sure,” she answered evenly. “He’s either still on vacation with his side piece, or else he’s back home, trying to figure out how to pay all the bills with me no longer living there now.”

“And you’re here for what? Revenge sex?” I pressed.

“I’m here because I’m done settling in the name of love,” she practically spat.

“How so?” I asked, genuinely curious, and she was mad at the sonofabitch enough to let it all out.
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